ISAtitiLJLE'S MARRIAGE

"I'm expecting a child!33 said Isabelle, raising her voice.

Madame de La Monnerie looked down, glaring at her bread dancers,
and pulled the long pins out of her hat.

"Anyway," she said, turning with a heavy shrug, "you can at least
say that you're an expert at spoiling people's holidays! And who did you
do it with? Come on, tell me, I've a right to know!"

"Simon Lachaume," replied Isabelle. "And I love him!" she added
immediately as a gesture of defiance and defence.

Had she been perfectly sincere, Isabelle would have admitted that
her love had become less violent since she had discovered her con-
dition.

"Better and better!" cried Madame de La Monnerie. "A miserable
little schoolmaster with a head like a pumpkin. The fellow's another
present from your uncle! It happened through your spending your
evenings sorting Jean's papers, of course! We would have done better
to burn the lot."

"All the same," replied Isabelle, "the miserable little schoolmaster,
as you call him, Aunt, is attached at this moment to a Minister's
office!"

"What's that got to do with it? And in politics, too! Evidently a
young man completely lacking in all scruple. Come in!" cried Madame
de La Monnerie, interrupting herself in mid-flight.

"No one knocked," said Isabelle.

"Really? I thought they had. In any case, he's married, isn't he,
so there's no question of anything coming of it as far as he's concerned?
And that's all there is to it. How long's this affair been going on?"

Isabelle was pained to hear her first and belated love-affair thus con-
demned in the sort of words one applies to the love-affairs of others
only. In a different way, it was as humiliating as lying on the examina-
tion couch.

"Three months," she replied.

"And you've been in this condition three months?"

"No.  It must be six weeks."

"All is not lost yet. Who have you seen?"

"Lartois."

"Excellent!  In that case all Paris will get to know of it."

"Oh, Aunt," cried Isabelle, "I'm sure of Lartois's professional dis-
cretion!"

Madame de La Monnerie shrugged her shoulders.

"Naturally, he won't go about saying: 'You know about tf?.e little
d'Huisnes, don't you?3 Not at all; only on the first possible occasion
he'll come up to you in the middle of a drawing-room, having .idlned
well, tap your cheek and say: 'Well? And that little trouble <we were
bothered about, we're not worried any more, are we? Everything all
right?' And of course everyone will understand."